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out all such things that you' come to know of,
where will be the end?n   I said:   "That poor
woman's life is exceedingly hard.'7   "It is the
writing of Brahma/' said my wife.   Lsaid:   "I
do not know what writing this is.    It is like the
writing  of our Ramu."    " You mean Shamu,"
said my wife.   Shamu is our elder son ; he has
learnt the alphabet.   Ramu is younger; he does
not know the letters.   He, however, is constantly
employed drawing lines on a slate  with a bit
of pencil.   When he has filled the slate with
scrawls he brings it to me and says:   " Father, I
I have written.    See!"   This was why my wife
thought I might be meaning Shamu.   I said:
"Not   Shamu.    I   mean   Ramu.    His   writing
consists in going on scrawling.   If any part of
the scrawl should form a letter it is not his fault.
He neither knows nor intends it.   In Brahma's
writing also, the rule is for life to go meaninglessly
as a scrawl.   Of a hundred occurrences, not one
is good.   And if one out of a hundred is good, it
occurs of itself;   it is not his fault.   He neither
knows it nor intends it.33 My wife is of the opinion
that this is useless philosophy.   So she did not
give much thought to what I was saying.